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de Louvre and there was nothing to do but wait. Henley Hill,
night editor of the Herald Tribune, trying to enjoy a vaca-
tion in Paris but unable to do so outside of a newspaper plant,
was in the office when we returned. John Pickering and Ken-
neth Jonez, Herald reporters, were slated to jump into the
car with me at the wheel when news of Byrd's whereabouts
came. Leland Stowe, of the Paris bureau, was to remain in
the office to relay the despatches to New York, if we could
not get back.
Eight a.m. found us still waiting. Pickering and Jonez
were still wandering about and I was trying to grab a wink
of sleep, when Hill rushed in, shouting wildly:
"They're found; get up!"
Some mysterious force carried me two feet in the air off
the table where I was stretched out when Hill shouted. Two
minutes later we had located Ver-sur-Mer from the maps and
atlases, 150 miles northwest of Paris, Even a fast automobile
trip over the rain-soaked roads meant at least four, and per-
haps five, hours, with the chance of going into a ditch and
never arriving. There was just one hope and that was the air.
"Will they dare send up planes in this weather?" some one
asked.
A quick telephone call to Le Bourget indicated that they
might try, We were again in our car making fast speed to the
airfield, five miles from the outer Paris fortifications. When
we arrived there, a trim little Farman biplane was being
wheeled out of the hangar. A bronze-faced French pilot
whom we had never seen before climbed into the cockpit and
began to warm up the engine.
There was no bickering and no conversation* We climbed
into the enclosed cabin, the motor roared and the plane raced
down the center of the field right over the spot where Colonel

